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him ! If Schiller had not come into his life,
one, or even two, of the seasons of spring in his
creative life might not have occurred. Schiller
not only wrote great work himself: he was
the cause of his friend's writing great work.
Schiller's was a rare life, a great life.

There was no room for envy in that man's

nature. Some foolish people wasted their time
and tried to create mischief by comparing him
and Schiller. Another man might have allowed
this kind of talk to spoil their relationship, but
Schiller was so true to friendship that any unplea-
santness which other people might have hoped
would arise between them was impossible. When
people talked disparagingly of Goethe, Schiller
would tell them that they did not know the man.
If any one spoke in appreciation of Goethe, he
would feel delighted and communicate the plea-
sure to his friend. When men said, " Goethe is not
one man but twenty," or " Goethe is the Emperor
of the literary world of Europe," Schiller felt
proud and happy. He could not have felt happier
if these-words had been said about himself. He
was far happier when a friend was praised.

What a friend he was! What a friend was
Humboldt! And what a friend Zelter! How
abundantly had affection come to him, and from